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Heavy with dirt, and gathering as they go.

May none, who have so little understood,

To like such trash, presume to praise what's good 1

And may those drudges of the stage, whose fate

Is damned dull farce more dully to translate,

Fall under that excise the state thinks fit

To set on all French wares, whose worst is wit.

French farce, worn out at home, is sent abroad ;

And, patched up here, is made our English mode,

Henceforth, let poets ere allowed to write.

Be searched, like duellists before they fight,

For wheel-broad hats, dull humour, all that chaff,

Which makes you mourn, and makes the vulgar laugh."

For these, in plays, are as unlawful arms,

As, in a combat, coats of mail, and charms.

